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I saw Mr. Purves, and received from Mm your valued
dagger,1 which I preserve carefully till Buonaparte shall
come or send for it. I might take a cruel revenge on
you for your silence, by declining Lady Hood's request
to make you acquainted with her; in which case, I assure
you, great would be your loss. She is quite a congenial
spirit; an ardent Scotswoman, and devotedly attached to
those sketches of traditionary history which all the waters
of the Burrampooter cannot, I suspect, altogether wash
out of your honor's memory. This, however, is the least
of her praises. She is generous, and feeling, and intelli-
gent, and has contrived to keep her heart and social affec-
tions broad awake amidst the chilling and benumbing
atmosphere of London fashion. I ought perhaps first to
have told you, that Lady H. was the Honorable Mary
Mackenzie, daughter of Lord Seaforth, and is the wife
of Sir Samuel Hood, one of our most distinguished naval
heroes, who goes out to take the command in your seas.
Lastly, she is a very intimate friend of Mrs. Scott's and
myself, and first gained my heart by her admiration of
the Scenes of Infancy. So you see, my good friend,
what your laziness would have cost you, if, listening
rather to the dictates of revenge than generosity, I had
withheld my pen from the inkhorn. But, to confess the
truth, I fear two such minds would soon have found each
other out, like good dancers in a ball-room, without the
assistance of a master of ceremonies. So I may even play
Sir Clement Cotterel with a good grace, since I cannot
further my vengeance by withholding my good offices.
My last went by favor of John Pringle,2 who carried you
a copy of The Lady of the Lake, a poem which I really
think you will like better than Marmion on the whole,
though not perhaps in particular passages. Pray let me
know if it carried you back to the land of mist and moun-
tain?

1  A Malay crease, now at Abbotsf ord.

2  A Son of Mr. Piingle of Whytbank.died
